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HEN BOB KENNEDY docided^ m ’* a 
the run for the White House Iwas ia Italy 
working on a novel by tbe shore of .the legendary. 
Lake of Como with snow-capped Alps standing 
sentinel around me. I felt safe, secluded, (Reductive. 
Ihe London Times and the Paris Herald-Tribune and 
the Rome Messaggiero brought the daily news to 
my reading room every day, so I knew about the 
crisis in gold, the British refusal to admit Indiana to 
their island, and I was increasingly aware of the 
political quicksand L. B. J. Sind stumbled into to 
Viet Nam. But, on a two-month sabbatical from the' 
pressure of civic problems fiiat had demanded great 
hunks of my time for a number ef years, It was a 
relief to be able to read about work! issues wittout 
feeling a moral obligation to dosomethfng about 
them. H I may.be exeuseda concek i; thought that 






after years of favolvement I had earned a rest, a 
“working vacation,” the luxury of getting up in the 
fawning, kissing my wife, breathing the air, taking 
r.a walk, clearing the mind and then, "ah, sweet 
mystery of work.” ; v 

That was my selfish state of mind when a cable 
from Bob Kennedy found me on the shore of that 
picture-postcard-blue Italian lake and called me 
back to reality. American reality. The cable said 
he “found himself in a struggle” and expressed the 
hope that I would be back in the States in time 
;to enlist in his campaign. He expressed his apprecia- 
v tion far any help I might be able to render in 
| getting his message across to “your people,” My 
| wife, Geraldine, and I smiled at that one, for Bob 
meant not Hollywood people or literary people or 
Jewish people but black people, the friends we had 



made in Watts and other neglected communities in 
the course of establishing the Writers Workshop 
after the holocaust four years ago. 

. v That evening 1 answered that I would be coming 
back shortly, ready to enlist in his army of volun- 
teers. And 1 fired off this opening salvo to the 
director of the Watts Writers Workshop: 

“You know, at the end of my dialog with Jimmy 
Baldwin I said I thought the whites had almost had 
it, that unless they could rip the racism out of their 
culture, out of their hearts, our country was on the 
road to violent division. However, I feel we have 
a last chance in Bobby Kennedy. I know that he 
honestly wants to get out of this damnable war that 
Is bleeding us to death. I believe him when he says 
he wants to take those billions we are pouring down 
the Saigon drain and put them to work in our 



“ i'sfe 

«• . • v-* 

• 7; m 

* • W' A 'j. 

V®® v v .£ 









ghettos, rebuilding them ... If we can get Bobby 
in we have a last chance of doing something on a 

■ federal scale about the galling neglect we see in 
Watts. Yes, Bob seems to understand what we need 
for our cities, not just those billions, but ideas, 
imagination, and love. What Bob saw when he came 
to our workshop to meet the writers could be . 
enlarged a thousandfold in every single community. 
If we blunder on, if we cut back the services we 
should be expanding, if we just remain .‘liberal,:, 
then you are right, then .comes Armageddon. 

So, a long-winded nominiatlon speech for Bobby 
Kennedy, our last best hope of making it, together/" 
Lyndon’s stunning 'abdication speech made me 
even more eager to work for what. seemed to me 
that last, best hope. But Italy is seductive and we 
lingered, some days in Venice and more in Rome. 
We were enjoying the sculpture and the markets and 
the restaurants and the people whea ; the sky fell; 
down. Another Dallas! Hus time m Memphis. This 
time not the President or Merger Evers the; black 
messiah of Mississippi, but opr Nobel prize winner^: 
for peaice, apostle of u«. A 

Dr. Martin Luther 1C 

. public murderi How iuiiKj yj Digoio awrvSou 

•i bigots^-caa^ > beai''^bur- 
seopSr.'riflerand sbotgunsKftr that 
sMe?i^ btfes of tlwiVte VemT' 

7 and the graceful Spanishgteps; 

■ grief and rage.- R .was U 

1 fhan ever 1 beiievfed what- , ir m r wm, y - 

to Watts. Now angry young hrAV#,*^ 



unreasonable. “0. K.,” lie; agreed,' “I. personally 
think it’s all a waste of. time because any good 
black. man or any real friend of the black man is 
going to be cut down sooner or later— like Jack 
Kennedy and Medgar Evers and Brother Malcolm. 
But I can dig lt. You go ahead; with Jour meeting. 
We’ll pass out the literature in the parking lot.” 
The rally ended tensely if peacefully. Charles 
Evers said that President Kennedy and his brother 
and Martin Luther King, along with too many others 
murdered in the south in recent years, all shared 
a belief in the .dignity of man and the eventual 
triumph of genuine' democracy. And he prayed that 
Bob Kennedy, who stood up for Medgar and for 
Martin and for ‘ all the oppressed, would be able 
to bring this about .thru the democratic process. 

I In the audience. for that rally was my employe of 
many years, Mrs. Louise Garter. While I was 
scheduled to speak at several other gatherings that 
evening, Louise Went on to the Ambassador hotel; to 
l attend, a large reception for Kennedy. Next morning 
.? she said she hadseenBob Kennedy, fact had ' 

. ... t Muds with him twice, i»;tlk fj^ous Cocoa- \ 
■■■ - ' -to r-fi .. atsohad . encountered 
dartcombtextoned young dion/wtwworried 
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Iroora,; The young, 
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Kennedy workers to try and find out how it was 
going. Around 6 p. m., Pete Hamill the writer 
came by with his younger brother and we drove 
to the Ambassador. The Embassy ballroom had an 
air of tentative gayety. Not too many had arrived 
yet but those who came early were optimistic. In 
a small roped-off section press officers Pierre Sal- 
inger and Frank Mankiewicz were working their 
desks; taking quick phone calls and jotting down 
meaningful hieroglyphics. Both thought it looked 
good for Bob, mentioning percentages that turned 
out to be slightly optimistic. “South Dakota is in 
and bigger than expected,” Frank told us. His 
father, the gifted writer of “Citizen Kane,” had 
worked for my old man and I remembered Frank 
as a child-editor putting out a surprisingly pro- 
fessional mimeographed newspaper with his brother 
Don, If Bob could make it to the White House it 
was believed that Frank would become his Pierre. 
For me that was a comforting thought. Bob knew 
i wtere he was going and Frank was an ideal com- 
photon for that journey, cool but concerned, ahd 
'^brilliantly informed. - , 

Embassy ballroom was coming to life. 
Rretty gfris'ln. mtai-iikirts amlKennedy skimmers. 

yonn^j meyfroro the New Left. Middle-aged 
;d°Cttes,aBd lawyers and their socially minded wives. 

$ ’Hto. lJb&als.’Ailbt of black people. A smattering of 
DemtKaratlC'pros. Eveiybody very friendly, very up, 
smeliing vfctort but more than victory, tasting hope. 

I talked, with ijete Hamill about it as we waited for 
the.,night. tobegin.rcte was a Ramparts man, a 







our cities apart. It would be black against white, 
father against son . . s- ?•»' time of shame piH| 
sorrow ... this mindless 
America which again stains ow land andievery: ; 
one of our lives.’* The quotes are 'from Bob ’foo^^ 
nedy’s address on the assassination of Doctor King 
on the day after that calamity. '"-T/" 
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T wo months later, Sunday afternoon the 2d of 
June found us on Central avenue, the Main Street 
of black and deprived South Los Angeles, speaking 
at a Kennedy rally with Charles Evers, who had 
picked up the standard fallen from the hands of 
his martyred brother in Mississippi. While Evers 
was on the platform explaining his reasons for 
supporting Kennedy, saying he believed the senator 
had a rare and possibly unique capacity to break 
the chains of racism that were holding his people 
back, a black militant leader came into the hall 
with his “troops.” We were concerned that he might ; 
try to break up the meeting. He had a stack of 
leaflets attacking Kennedy along with Humphrey, 
McCarthy, Nixon— blue-eyed devils all. Our Ken- 
nedy-Evers team had strong black support in this 
community and with a critical primary less than 
48 hours away, it seemed as if more violence might . 
erupt. 

I went over to the militant leader, I said Charles 
Evers risked death from full-time rascists every 
day of his life and had come a long way to plead 
Bobby’s cause. "Even if you don’t agree, he de- 
serves a respectful audience.” The local black leader 
nodded. He could be difficult but sometimes not 



-i#ul, you could. ; 'hoW : : : y6t»S«lf2;^'S;-pr^i 
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neoy- was to, nieeii msiaeaiD iwo ingots' 
young man’s knowledge of the are* and the way; hel 
was. dressed: prompted her to ask him lf he was an 1 
employe -of the hotel rather. tban, a guest. He said ? 
no, he was: just a spectator who had come like all 
the rest of the crowd to sek Kennedy. And he 
, asked: “Shouldn’t he bejio^liyf Mj^isirt he-iate? 

I wonder why he hasn’t shown up yet?” With him, 
according to Louise and her friend, was another 
young man, also slender and swarthy, carrying *!•: 
violin case. And he also asked if. they knew why ? 
Kennedy was late and if anything could be keeping- 
him from the hotel. Both young roen kept wandering;: 
up on the stage and looking behind the curtains. Said ' 
Louise Carter as she described her misgivings to 
me on the morning of June 3, “Later when I saw all 
those crowds around the senator and trying to touch 
him, he seemed so unprotected— and with so many 
angry people walking the streets these days, it just 
didn’t look safe to me.” 7,t?: 
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wn primary election day I passedithe time frying 
to relax and rest up for what X Uki^t Would be 
long: and eventful evening; If reminded ,the ot 
way boxers spend their' days kWaiting importaht 
contests. I tamed on the radio. The Revision news,? 
Called some friends who wercqnthe fence/ Calied ' 
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We’wera johied biy" Warren Rogers of Look maga- 
zine, who ted beeti on the campaign trail with Bob 
and who shared my feeling that be was the most 
misunderstood man in American life. I had never 
found him ruthless, Cold, and calculating; on the 
|j contrary I knew him to be Warm, humorous, and 
^intensely human. “I know he attracts some of those 
' people around him because of who he is,” Warren 
had said: /‘But th& truth is, he’s fun to be with. 

I feel . . good i- ' C-. around him.” That: was: the 
way his friends felt about him: And he had as many 
of those as he had enemies. 

The ballroom was filling up now and returns were 
beginning to come hi 'so we decided to go upstairs 
to the Kennedy suite. There we found a kind of 
impromptu party in progress, one of those “Only 
in; America’i-thlngs, or jnay be only in a Kennedy 
: America: - astronaut John tiienn, Olympic champion 
Rafer. Johnson,- the Milton Berles, film director 
John Ffahkenheimer, Charles Evers, and John 
' LfeVris, .oita :qr the original leaders of S. N. C. C., 
Mexican organizers of the huelga against the grape 
growers?'. ^. Sharing a couch with Glenn, a Catholic 
priest V :a vDombcratic .'office holder, ' a local black 
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; When Robert Kennedy was shot dpyvri intb:c 
novelist Budd Schulberg Was ; a few 
on the politics or assassination, y 

Jun» 1,190 .. 
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"A few steps behind us we 

heard 'firecracker pop®' and screaming. 
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leader, and a Hollywood glamor girl was Ethel Ken- 
nedy. Star athletes, national heroes, liberal poli- 
ticians, movie stars. Writers, strike leaders. Mack 
aufitaets; from the mansions of Beverly Bib, the 
playing fields, the vineyards, the ghettos—' 'Has , 
gathering is not to be believed,” said Me Banfl 
as he bobbed and weaved Ora the group hawked 

j& ywqifl |nf • • •;•*’ 

I watched Ethel watcUag thie teteristes as hbr : 
hwrti—rl Slowly begat h.^ iltel it'tfc rind. 
“And m bet ew chicane vote hatcomted yet!” 
arid a Mericaa-Americaa coveted with Kennedy 
and “Euriga” bottom. “Sty people, they vote MO 
per cant” IWs tamed out to be the meet accurate 
prediction in a night no one could have pre d icted 
except a nondescript png man who was down- , 
stakes is the area of the r » «af lie" receptio n rooms, 
having Moistdf a drink or twb before gofog back 
to his car te get's lethal Uttle guo with whirii he 
; hod. berepractidug 
, fiviinon looro 
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so ranch more to da. Geraldine and I offered oar 
co n g ra t ulati o ns da warning the crvny-quiit state at 
California. He said he was going down to the baB- 
room la a little wbfle and asked What I would 
say it I were in his place. I realized he had tafted 
to Sorensen and flcMrringnr mid others better qaaB- 
fied tkaa I, bat, as I had done wMi him on some 
other eccashns, I plunged in anyway; "WeO if Hie 
nwgh m lour or Bw pmots, yen know who they 
are, the ...” 

He stopped me with a slow grin. “I know, you’re 
going to give me the thing about the black veto 
and (he chicane. . . . ” 

"Xbe chfeano is like ».» and X hear. Sooth Los 
ftagrhin is 85 per eent.” 

“A lot at black Mends win fan no tee platfora 
with me. I dusk .Walter [Sheridan, a kegtime aid 
aQthe way back to Senate racket retntoitter days} 
is arinng.Oeate ’Oaves. ‘thsydtf a terrific job. 
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paoy the victor on his way down to the baHroom. 

M n the Colonial room about to of ns were waiting 
tor the senator. We watched the preliminaries on 
television as he was getting ready to come to the 
microphone. 8 was a festive moment and Warren 
thought we fbmM all have drinks m our hands to 
toast the occasion. Bs was gone a few mimics and 
when he returned with the highballs it was also with 
the Wwjrmation that Bsh would shartcot thru the 
serving pantry that divided our smaller room from 
the hallroom. Pto same reason the feet weal (in- 
reported in rational magazines, nor has it been 
revealed in the Sirfcan trial which I attended in 
morbid fascination and, at times, dismay. To this 
layman mind, it seems as if it may have some 
bearing on the crucial subject of premeditation. Did. 
Saturn simply stumble Mindly into the serving pan- 
try fa mswh of .«ffc 2 f® c®a his “inteadcatioo," 
as Ms team of gifted defense counsel would have the 
fray believe? Or, aware that the senator had taken 
a, similar twnto thru the pantry when both tracker 

' two nights before, 
himgrif m that pantry 
r 'iii Ktmii gun down his unsuspecting target, 

-ateSe had pstentoed^ to hk eotebooks: “Kennedy 
most falL Keune4y. must die. . 
aanst not fire beyond the Sth of June.”] 
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Upton fihirlair to emaervative Ronnie Reagan. 

For Bob Kennedy ft had bees a campaign phys- 
ically far more demanding Bun for the others, 
because their followers bad ao compulsion to track 
their nun, Mss him, tag him, rim £*. fjte bad 
seen ft m Watts when he came toi q 
oar Douglass Boon Writers’ buOdiDg.He 
mobbed and aD but swallowed ia that 
crowd. His black believer* literally hurt huh with 
their love. And this was repeated in white com- 
munities, in suburbs, and in sh an tytowns, No one 
else in America was generating that kind of mag- 
netism. But as we had learned to oar sorrow two 
months earlier to the day, a magnet for love is aim 
a magnet for hate. 

Shortly after 11 o’clock CBS-TV announced that 
Boh had woo a close but cleaneut decision. Escaping 
for a few minutes from the mounting festivities, I 
was standing on a balcony with NBC commentator 
Sandy Vanocur, chiding him lightly for his net- 
work’s refusal '*10 concede.” Sandy was a proud 
competitor and a personal friend of Bob’s but 
network officialdom had set up a curtain of caution 
between him and what he had hoped would be the 
first interview with the winner. We were talking 
about Bob and what we thought he could do to bind 
up the grievous wounds that were bleeding the 
country when Warren Rogers joined us to say that 
Bob had asked him to find me— he had said he’d 
like to talk to me alone tor a couple of minutes. 
My wife, Geraldine, asked if she might come along; 
it was a moment she would like to remember. 

In a modest bedroom vrftli twm beds?. Bob was 
sitting on the floor fa a Coras', with his kngee drawn 
up, a favorite position that reminded me of visits 
both to his home and his office. He was smoking a 
small, slender cigar, the first time I had ever seen 
him do so. He seemed markedly less jubilant than 
the rest of us. More tired, undoubtedly. And with 



cmuu mv sam ut was interested ia'-a 

suggestion .1 bad- made te a Senato. sefccnmadttM 
on which Jto served-of an art^qstps,: a kind of 
■ qpdaterf.-RWerar ^ , 

thank .tbe voters of CSiilBKwrwl^'^ .l^as 'te ' 

Chicago to unseat Htejertftoretio, but i have bees' 
feelihgan ohH ga tirm teput ft all dam as Iremem- 
bpr it, just as I would dearfr love to know what 
Lincoln had been saying in Us bn at tbO Ford, 
theater.] 

Jesse Unrtdt, Big Daddy of California Democrats, 
came over to suggest that it was time to go down. 
Ever-practical Jesse was probably thkikmg that ft 
was nearing midnight awl that Boh should be seen 
on TV m his warning posture by as many people as 
possible across the country. Bab rose to Ids tost 
slowly. There was no elation i» hint, certainly none 
of the. cochtes site&ated to Mat- fey detractors. He 
seemed thoughtful, concerned, perhaps a trifle sub- 
dued. He said he’d like to pursue the arts corps 
idea. He said, ‘‘Stick around. Id’s talk later.” I 
asked him where. He said after the talk in toe 
mam room be would come to a smaller room, the 
Colonial room, off the pantry. He said he wasn’t 
going to hold any formal press conference bat would 
like to see some of his particular press friends 
there. Later, work done for toe night, a private 
petty' would move an to celebrate at The factory. 

Then Bob asked me if 1 would like to a c com p an y 
him and Jesae Darter to the platform. I Said I 
didn't want to look as if 1 were taking bows with 
the winter and pushing myself into toe picture. 
Genhtom and I would waft in toe Colonial room 






muhal frien ds . ‘The brothers and chicaans.' 
said. He nodded yrid smfled. Then Warn* Joined- 
ns and we Mowed Bob into tbe conifer wftiejee h^ 
was immediately swallowed op fa n awud.el.vreB,: 
and television cantons, wto&jpg toaccom- 



We afl wteched Bob’s neat, biff "Thank yuo- 
and m te thicago’' speech and tom, aiftiripatrdg 
Us srrivaltoruthPt back passageway, moved closer 
todtefcs Fete Hamfll 
alncal blade journalist l had 



•J^Watts.'A. few yards 
' Ctaalffine. We 
rtrironnw pops” sad the 
ill rial feta toe pantry. A 

’ i? Hus was a different 

kind of violence. Shakespeare? There was no poetry, 
■a sowing rhetoric to mitigate toe blood. And the 
blood was not rod paint later to be washed off in 
the dressing room, "lids mmdteas menace of vio- 
lence which again stains our land,” Kennedy had 
descried ft when it struck down Doctor King. 
Amidst the screaming and tte pushing and the 
O-my-Gods! Bob had takes a few steps forward 
and tom tote fallen back m toe cold stone floor. 
Fete HamiH was directly in front of me and partly 
W o rking my, view sohig description is clearer than 
mine, alton my impression confirms what he saw, 
"The sonofaWtek was standing there with one foot 
forward and his arm extended just like he was on 
a target range.” [Note: This is what veteran re- 
porter Hamfll said as soon as we were able to 
regam any coherence.] The narrow pantry became 
a screaming bedlam of pain, terror, rage: "Look 
out! Sonofabitch! He’s got a gun! He’s shooting!” 
Shots went poppoppop and now that we knew they 
were hot firecrackers or popping balloons they 
sounded , lender. ■ 

People were re s po n d in g hi conflicting ways— some 
moving back to escapa toe explosive possibilities, 
movmg m;«n of toe crime; an 

traffic jam; Sts Gun was an imder- 
mhn dressed in slacks, and sport shirt; my 
^'hpnteiio was that he was Mexican, but I 
re m e m ber t hin ki n g in the midst of mayhem, must 
be 'iohte crazy Mexican to shoot Bobby, Bobby 
, would, dis |or djarez and his grapepkkers. Christ, 
maybe he Is dyfag for Chavee. 
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Bob was lying on his ba<s:;joolfiiig 
if he knew, he already knew. Otm i^e Whs opened^ 
which seemed strange and forebfrdftig'.fand hie lijir 
were moving but neither PetoV Staler, nor 1 
were close enough to hear, I was vaguely aware i 
of Geraldine and Warren Rogers near iny right 
shoulder. Jimmy Breslin the New; York columnist 
seemed a fool higher than everybody else, against 
the left wall. Was he standing on tt boxT 'nm^malf? 
assassiri^ ^forward: in our direction, a ' 

quarterback sneak with a . pistol Instead of a ball,' 
and people. Whre grabbing. foriJto^Gef; *lm! : w • 
’iml- Stop the sonofabitch!? •iWlb/hta 
1 made. a lunge for him. He was being . pulled, 
tugged, Cuffed. Everybody screaming. Cmeing. 
short, brown ^ploye rM^uh Ji^46ipdly|iMd^ 
rapidly, in a; l^^ ; ac<mi^ hclii^A' 



seconds 



over* that cxHafce^^and 

ntta >. txt%A ■ tmi* 



brother Wo said be looked brown, 

Illicit O' 'JliUlj. 4,' tbe >SUT^ft . hBlilffi Ihuf. ' ^rAhhfVl fhft ' I ffllV nnd W oeltniu GfMntikA Imm. iL. nL:J.' 



grabbed t&efe 

assailant belonged to;-:iR<teey 'Grier, the giant ex- 
ItaeraanV.for: the Rams, (and Refer Johnson, our 
decathlon champion, aided, by George ^PUmpton, 
the celebrated mock-ettdete who now found; himself 
part ot an impromptu but .effective amateur police. 



tan; Bid yet sallow, "maybe from the Philip- 
pines, ..1 ” “Because he was one of us,” the young 
man said, barely hearing. “A black man with a 
wtrite 8kta.”y ? vf . > 

An boor passed. Plimpton, still shaking, went to 

at.-- i n.i • « . . . ’ 



4 mu wur paaseu. rumpton, sun snanng, went to 
^5 ^ »ntetfmes teo ; much in the hospital. Half a dozen people who bad seen it 

I happen huddled together for warmth. Friends 



ago,' and:; 
around in ': 
thought thi 






nwrtlmy were ppi^ lesa than John- 
RntesmHhe^ipot. If seemeda neirye-wracking. eternity 
|p&’ George, and others held their ' 

^j^yprisoper on the metal . serving, table 
^UeBob lay; on thefloorboldingbeads a; young 
Irishman had offered him— not a priest as ^reported 
;mW«y/- , ftere;^ and finally a doctor, 

and young 

Ju^j^rtmeni Ja^yw David;|8ieii^^ 

tho now- 



happen huddled together for warmth. Friends 
kneaded Rosey’s mooselike neck and shoulders in 
ah effort not so much to relieve his agony as to 
express silent, futile sympathy. After be had been 
sobbing for perhaps two hours, he rose, swayed 
back and forth and then fell back on the bed with 
h^i Bye? closed. We were afraid he might be having 
a heart attack., A man-mountain on the outside, a 
warm, emotional, human being within, able to take 
280-pound , linemen, apart on the. playing field, he 
*»y ;* c J10-P«Minrter- with a gun that 
^ jUMk0|t;like. OtoW^Dri ; Ross Miller 'annenrwl 
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. fettoant.in .the 
-sboetin^^fcjt# 

if Kew^;^ld‘t»;j 
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intact and id ., 

out to us while Bob 
begining to die from those loog-t^ehoitow-wwed 
builets, tile .most lethal type of ammunition tbatcan 
be used in that .22. Still, it. was : interesttog ittort '. 
this witness ^did not say -to us to: that first* ton 
presskmaWe outburst, "I: wondered who-, that little 
drunk was, Ain here drinking coffee ,and- trying' to 
sober up.” Yet that was to be the ^oty we Would 
hear from, Sirhan: So drunk was he fnm rtwo; w> 
three Tom Collinses purchased at one of the other 
candidate’s reception rooms that be was in an alco- 
holic stupor^ unaware of where he was or even 
that he had squeezed the trigger when. he emptied 
his revolver, firing Into Bob Kennedy at point-blank 
range. ' - W: . ' 

To buttress the “alcoholic wild beast” theory, a 
psychologist was to testify later that he had served 
the defendant, in his cell, six ounces of gin to four 
Tom Collinses oyer a period;of Iff minutes and that 
Sirhan “went berserk.” Such are the wonders of 
modern law, all dolled up with forensic' psychia- 
trists and their alcohol-induced medical tests. Said 
one reporter at the trial: “As a psychiatrist he 
makes a helluva bartender! One-ami-a-halibuhces 
per drink is like the good old days. Those highballs 
we were drinking at the Ambassador, we were lucky. • 
to be getting three-quarters of an ounce.” So if 
Sirhan was buying a- 

three ounces, nijt six 
those spaced. 
minutes as 
.to rVli •' " 
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while mysteriously 
m»aware ; that To th^rest of us,* 

Sirhan looked simply -.pinned down, b& Ses -dsrtliag,' 
, '‘pdrg^;’l',He ? re-’ 

minded toe pf a rat encottoterea on.t&’toeps 

I Tstared at 
ua^outuu w uiv*Vf uyui of us feeling 
i i TA confrontation 
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Ittien the police finally took over from the volun- 
teer law enfbrcers”aiif Bobby was rolled and 
bounced to the waiting ambulance, a group of us 
followed him out and then; gravitated upstairs to the 
Kennedy suite where we had been toasting the 
Candidate’s health Jess than an hour before. “It. 
was my fault,” Rosey Grier was sobbing, “I should 
have been' In front of him.” We tried to console 
him: M How do youdeferidagainst a man with a 
hidden revolver? If you’re in front, he moves to the 
side. If you’re at his side, he slips in behind. . . .” 
But Bosey was too far gone in grief. It is hard to 
see a man that big, 300 pounds, not fat but big, 
crying. And not like a baby, like a man who knows 
what he has lost. 

.‘• ft wfe is S he whs bobbing for all of us. And 
whfla Bds^ sobbed uncorilroiably, George Ylimptidto 
^ yiith hiT 

‘Wsb indahing: 
““manymorer 
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? tiftfO dawn, talking 7-i‘h fellow 

eyewitnesses, fellow mourners, too numb and dis- 
w gpbome. And here another unanswered 
■' i quCstioa ,i§ provoked. Maybe we have seen too many 
.crime tobvies where the case-hardened detective isb 
on the sjpot: You remember the line, “Nobody leave 
thfc room,” In this case, one of the mos; cata- 
Stropic murders in American history, everybody left 
the room. Upstairs were a dozen eyewitnesses, many 
of them reporters, who had seen the gunning and 
the gunman at close range. Would it not have 
^.seemed routine for investigators to return to the 
Kennedy suite and question all the people there? 
Alhere were a number who had been close enough 
■ to Sirhan to have been able to hear what he might 
' have said during those critical 27 minutes before 
the police arrived. He said very little, but he did 
speak a few sentences. Apparently he did say, “1 
did it for my country.” Would it not have been 
better— nay, essential!— to get the fresh and imme- 
diate observations of these eyewitnesses, instead 
of getting around to many of them months later 
when memories have to be reconstructed? 

V Mayor Yorty likes to claim that Los Angeles has 
the most efficient police force this side of Scotland 
Yard. But failure to inspect Kennedy’s own suite 
and to question the circle of friends who stayed 
on there for hours after the tragedy would indicate 
that the local force, while not sinking to the depths 
of Dallas, hardly deserves an A rating for its 
police work in the Ambassador hotel that night. 
True, the computer- at headquarters rapidly traced 
the murder weapon to Sirhan Bashira Sirhan. But 
it fe also true that they did not get around to some 
key observers for many months, if .ever. Nor did 
ytltobFBif .-A good deal of telling evidence, some of 
which might have affected the very nature of the 
.case, /was nevepto have its day in court. ■ 
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